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Collides (from Mow).
As the sky-brightening south-wind clears the
day,
And makes the massed clouds roll, The music of the lyre blows away The clouds which wrap the soul.
Oh I that Fate had let me see
That triumph of the sweet persuasive lyre,
That famous, final victory,
When jealous Pan with Marsyas did conspire \
When, from far Parnassus' side, Young Apollo, all the pride Of the Phrygian flutes to tame, To the Phrygian highlands came; Where the long green reed-beds sway In the rippled waters grey Of that solitary lake Where Meander's springs are born; Whence the ridged pine-wooded roots Of Messogis westward break, Mounting westward, high and higher.